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To the Gentlemen Readers. 


* On that with friendly grace a nt hed brow 


Hare entertaind the Scyr} n Tawburlaine, 
And gwen applanſe vnto an lnſidel : 
CWonchſafe to welcome ( With, "the e 
1 Warkke Chriftian and your Pon en. 
For Chrift true faith indurd he many « (terrace. 
And ſet himſeſſe again the Man of Pome, 
Uu o/c treaſon (by a damned Wight; 
Did bus fermer trinwiphs put tet, 
eAccept of it (ſWwrcte Gentle) in good fort, 
And thwkg it yas prepare for your dil p̃ort. 
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troublelome Raigne of 


Ring lohn. 
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Enter K .Jolhn,Quece Elinor his m other. William ra, 


Earle of Pembrooke,the Earles of C /+x,and of Salisbury 


a Queene Elianc. 
f 52 Arons ot Fneland, and mp noble Loꝛds; 
H-<£ Though Gr" >" Foxtunehatte bereft from vs 
[B LY Uicozious 2: . 4fcourge of Jufidels, 
And clad this LA in ole of diſmall hieu 
Pct giue me leaur to lop, and toy pou all, 
Tb.: from this wombe hath ſpꝛung a ſecond hope, 
A Ring that may iurite and vertue both 
Succeede his brother in his Eraperte, | 
K. pon Ppqgracious mother Queene, and Barons all; 
Though farre unwoꝛthte of fo high a place, 
As is the Thꝛone of mightte Z»9/anas Ring: 
Pet 7oh?i pour Lo, contented vncontent, 
Mill (as he fultatnethr heauic poke 
Df preſſing cares, that bang ypon a Crowne, 
My Lon of Petmbrooke and Loꝛd Salsbury, 
Aomit che Low Sharrsfonto our preſence ; 
That we may know what ”bilip Ring of Frauxce 
(Byhis — — of vs, 5 
> © Elinor Dire lay my baun that ? lor tun geile 
eto this wilgi;tte Embaſſade doch tend: 
my Nephew Arthur and his claime, Sf 
Thenſay my Bonne A haaenornuſt mn ame. << 
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Puter Chattihon and the two Earls, 
lobn My Lo (harrilcon, welcome into England - 
How fares ont Bzother Philip Ring of Fravnce 7 
Chatt, Vis Pigbnes at iny comming was in health, 
And wild me to lalute pour Mucllie, | 
An» ſapthe mellagehe hath giuen in charge. 
. n And ſpare not man, we are pꝛeparde to heare, 

\ uin Philip by the grace of God moſt ChziſttanR, 
ol France,hauing taken into his guardain and pꝛeteqion Ar- 
Hur Ouke of Brittaine, (on t heire to re thine elder bꝛo · 

ther, tequireth in the behal e ofthe ſaid Arthur, the Kingdom | 
cf F:cland, with the Loꝛdſhip of / reland, Poiters, Aniow, 

Trat, Main : and F attend thine auuſwere. | 

John A (mall requeſt : be like he makes account 
That England, Ireland, Poiters, AnioW,T wrain, Main, 
Are nothing fo a King to glue at once: : 

J wonder what he meanes to leaue fo: me, 
Tell Phil: ih be may keepe his Loyvs at home, 
TClith greater honour than to ſeud them thus 
On Embaſlades that not concernehimſelfe, 
©! if chey did, would peeld but ſmall returne, 

Chatilion Is this thine auſwere % 

ſobn It is, and tos good an anſwer foy ſopjzoud a meſſage. 

Chattilion Then Ring of England, in wp Yalters name, 
And in unte Arthur Duke of Brit une name, 
T voo defie chee as an Encmie, 

And wilh thre to pꝛepare fo} bloodie warres. 
Q.Elmer My Lozd (that ſtands vpon defiance thus) | 
Commend me to my Nephcw,tellthe boy, 
That J Queene El:«»0r (his Grandmother) 
Upon my bleſſing charge him leaue his Armes. 
clheretohts bead-ſtroag Mother pꝛicks — 
Der pꝛide we know. and know her foz a Dame 

That will not ſticke to laing him to his ende. 

So the map bꝛing her ſelfe to rule a Realme. 

Next wiſh him to kozſakt the Ring of Fraunce, 
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And come fo me and to his Unckle here, 
And he ſhall want foz nothing at our hands. 
Chattilion. This ſhall I doo, and thus J take my leaue. 
John Pembrooke,conuap him ſaſt ly to the (ca, | 
Blut not in haſt; foz as we are aduſde, 
Te meane to be in Fraunce as ſoone as he, 
To fozteſte ſuch to wnes as we polſeſſe 
> In Anion, I orain ànd in Nor mandy. Exit 
" Enterthe Shriue, & whiſpers the Earle of Sai/ inthe 
Salisbury. Pleaſe it pour Paieſtit, heere is x. Sl; 
Northhamptonfhure, with certaine perſons that of latt 
mitted a riot, and haue appeald to your Pai ſtie bel ec 
pour Highnes fo? ſpeciall cauſe toheare them. 
lohn Til them come neere, and while we hearc the cauſe, 
Got Salsbury and make pꝛouidon, 8 
e meane with ſpeede to paſſe the ſea to Fræunce. 
Sap Shzicue, what are theſe men, what haue they dent: 
Oz wherete tends the courle ofthis appeale ? 
Shriewe Pica(c it your Maicſtie tbeſe two bꝛethzen vnna. 
kurallp falling at odds about their Fathers liuing baue bzo» 
| ken pour ig bnts prace, in ſecking to right their own wꝛõge 
without cauſe of Law, op ozder of Juſtice, and vnlawfully aſ- 
fſembled themſelues in miutinous manner, hauing committed 
Ax riot, appealing from trial in their Countrep topour Highs 
nes: and here N Thema NNiargate Shzitue of Nor! — 
ton ſhire, du deliuer them ouer to their criall. 
Tobn gy Lowof C cx, will the oft cnders ta ſtab forth, 
and tell the cauſc of their quartell. 
Eſex Gentlemen it is the Ring pleaſure th it pou diſco⸗ 
Auer pour grie fes, @ doube not but pon ſball haue iub ice. 
| Philip Plea(cit pour Maicſtie, the wong is mint; yet wil 
Ju bide all wzougs,befoze J onte open my mouth to vurippe 
| 
| 


the ſhamefull fl under of my parents, the diſhonour of mpſclf, 
# the wicked dealing of mp bzother in this pzincely aſſembly, 
Robert Then by my Punce bis le aue ſhall Robert ſpcake, | 


And tell your Baisltiz what. right A hun | 
enn To 
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To offer wzong, as he accountech wzong. 
Wy Father (not vaknowen vnto your Grace) 
Rerciud his ſpurres oc Nnighthood in the Field, 
At King ly Kic hard hands in Pale itt ine, 
When as the walls of econ gauc him wav? 
Dis name Sir Kobert Fauconbridge of EH ountbery. 
That bp ſucceſſion from his Auaceſfours, 
And warlike ſeruice under Eng/ands Armes, 
Dis lining did amount to at his death 
E wo thouſand Parkes reuenewenery peare: 
Aud this (my Loꝛd) I challenge fo2 my right, 
fs lawfull beire to Robert F aKconbridge, 

Philip Tffirſt-bozne ſonne be heire indubitate 
By 1 right of Eng/ands auncient Lawe, 
{ow ſhould myſelfe make any other deubt, 
But J am heire to Nobert Fanconbridge ? 
lab Fond Pouch, to trouble theſe our Pꝛintely eares 
Oz make a queſtion in ſq platne a caſc ; 
Speake, is this man thine elder Brother boꝛne $ 

Rebert Pleaſe it your Grace with patience fo; to heart; 
A not denie duc he mine Elder is, 
Mine elder Bꝛother too: yet in ſuch ſozt, | 
As he can make no title to the Land, | 

Tohn A doubtfull tale as euer J did heare, | 
Thy Bother and thine elder, and no hetre: 
Explaine this darke . 24 
EKebert J graunt (my Loꝛd) he is my mothers badet, 
Baſe boꝛne, and baſe begot, no Fauconbridęe. 1 
Indeede the woꝛld reputes him lawfull hire, 
My Father in bis life did count him ſo, * | 
And here my Mother ſt-ndsco pꝛooue him ſo: 
But J (myLo2d) can pꝛooue, and doo auerrt 
Both to my Mothers ſhame and his repꝛoach, 
He is no heire, no pet legitimate. 
Then(graciousLozd) let Faxconbrid ny _—_- 
| The liuing that d to Faucoubrid a. 


of King Tohn. 


And let not him poſſeſſe anothers right. 
Iobn Pꝛoue this, the land is thine by England: law. 
2 Elianor Ungracious pouth, ta rip thy mothers ſhame, 
The wombe from whence thou didſt thp being take, 
All honeſt eares abhozre thy wickednes, 
But gold J ſee doth beate downe natures law. | 
Mother. Py gracious Lojd,E you thzice reuerend Dame, 
That ſee the teares diſtilling from mine eyes, 
And ſcaldin q ſighes blowne from a rented heart t 
Fo? honour andregard of womanhood, 
Let me entreate to be commaunded hence. 
Let not theſe eares receiue the biſung ſound 
Ol ſuch a viper, who with poyſoned woꝛds 
Doth maſſerate the bowels ol my ſoule. 
Iohn Ladie, ſtand vp, be patient foza while x 
And kellow, ſay, whole baſtard is thy bother. 
Philip Not fo} imp ſelfe, noz fox my mother now: 
But fo2 the honour of ſobzaue a Man, 
hom be accuſeth with adulterie : 
Here J beſccch pour Grace vpon my knees, 
To count him mad, and ſo diſmiſſe vs hence. 
Robert No mad, no mazde. har well aduiſed, A 
Charge thee befoze this royall pzeſence here 
Co be a Baſtard co Ring Richards ſelf, 
Sonne to your Grace, and Mother to pour aicſtie. 
Thus bluntly, and 
Elianor Pong man thou needſt not be aſh med ok thy kin, 
Noꝛ of thy Sire. But foꝛward with thy pꝛooke. 
Robert The p)oofe ſo plaine, the argument ſo ſtrong, 
As that your Highnes and theſe noble Lo2ds, 
And all ( ſaue thoſe that haue no eyes to ſee) 
Shall ſweare him to be Battard to he Ring. 
Firſt when my Father was Cmbaſſadour 
In Germanie vnto the Emperour, 
The Ring lay often at my Fathers houſe; 
And all the Realme ſuſpected 9 bekell: 
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And at my Fathers back returne agen 
©3p other was deliutredas tis (cd, | 
Sire werkes oc fee the account my Father ma 
But moꝛe than this: jooke but on PH face, 

Dis features, acttons,and his lineaments, | 

And all thts Dꝛincclx preſence ſhall conkeſſe, 

Ve is no other but Ring Richard Sonnt. 

Then gracious Lozd, reſt he Ring 8:cbards Donne, 

And let me reſt lafe in my Fathers right, 

Chat am his tightfull ſonne and onely heire. | 
Johr Je this thy pzofe,and all thou haſt to ſay $ | 
Robert Thave no mone,no2 neede J greater pzofe, 
ohn Firſt, whcre thon ſaidſt in abſence of thy Sire 

My Bother of:cu lodged in his houle : | 

And what ofthat ? baſe groome to ſlaundet him, | 

That honoured his Embaſſado) ſo much, | 

In abſence ofche man to cheere the wife? | 
Tbis will not hold, pꝛoteede vnts the next. | 
Elinor Thou ſaiſt (he teemde fix weeks be foꝛe her time. 

Why god Sir Squire are pou ſo cunning growen 

To make account of womens retkonings: 

Spit in pour band aud to your other pꝛolcs: 

Many miſchaunces hap in ſuch affaires | þ 

Tomake a woman come bcfaze hertime. | 
John And whcre thou ſaiſi he looketh like the Ring 

In ad ion, feature and pzopoz(ion : 

Therein J holde with tber, ſoꝛ in my life 

J ncuer ſaw ſoliuelp counterfet 

Df Richard (ordelion,ag in him. 

Robert Then godmp Lozd, be pou indifferent Judge, 

Amd let me haue my liuing and mpright. - 

Q Elmor Jap htare you Sir, vou runne away ta fad: 

Kaow you not,Omne ſimilo non oft dem ? | 

Oz haue read in, Datkc ye good ſir, 

T was thus J wartant, and no stherwiſe, 

She lap wich Su Rebere pour Father, and 
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Ring Ric hard mp Sonne, and ſo your Bzother was fozmed 
tn this faſhion. 

bert Madame, vou Wwoug me thus to ieſl it out, 

J craue my right: Ring JN as thou art Ring, 
So be tbou iuſt, and let me haue my right. 

Iohm Thy (tcolifh boy) ryp pioafes are irivolous, 
Non caaft thou chalcug e anything thereby, 
But thou ſhalt ſw how J will helpe thy claime, 
This is my doome,a1d thio my pgome ſhall ſtand 
Irreuscable, as J am Ring of EHN²νt. 
Fo} thou knawſt not, weele aſke of them that know, 
Vis mother and himſelfe C21! ende this ſtrife: 
And as they ſay, ſo ſa aul thy liuing paſſe. 

Robert My Low,hercin Ichalenge pou of wong, 

To giue a'map mp tight, and put tbe doome 
Unto themſelues. Can there be like lchood 
That ſhe will looſe $ 
O1 he will ginethe liuing from hinmſelfr + 
It map not be my Loꝛd. Ahyſhould it be? 
lobn Loꝛds keepe him back, and let him heate the doome. 
Eſſex, ſirſt aſke the Mother th)ice who was his Sire? 

Eſſex Lavie Margaret Tlidow of Faacenbridge, 

ho was Father tothy Soune PH 

Mot her g leaſe it pore Maicſtie, Sir Robert Fauconbridge. 

Robert This is right, aſae my felow there if I be a thiefe. 

Iahs Alte Philip whoſe Sonuc he is. 

Eſſer Fbilip. vho was thy Fa her? 

Philip Bas mp Lob, and thats a queſtion : and you hay 
not taken (ome pain?s with her befoze, I ſhould haue deſirey 
pou to aſke mp Mether. ] 

John Sap who was thy Father? 

Philip Faith (mp Loꝛd) to anſwcre pou ſure he is my fa: 
ther that was nereft mp mother when J was gotten, # him 
I thinke to be Sir Koberr Fanconbridge. F 

Iohn Eſſex, ta faſhions ſake demaund agen, 


And ſo an ende to this contentilon. 
| B 2 Qs 
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Robert Uhas euer mau thus wꝛongd as Kobert is? 
Eſſex Philip (prake J ſap, who was thy Father + 
John Pong man how now, what art thou in a traunce : 
Elianor Philip awake, the man is in a dzeame. 

Philip Philippus atauis ædite Regibus, 
Abat ſaiſt thou PH, ſpꝛung of auncient Rings? 
Quo me rapit tempeit as ? 
That winde of honour blowes this furie foꝛth? 
Oz whence pꝛoeede theſe fumes of Pateſtie $ 
Me thinkes Jheare a hollow Eccho ſound, 
That Philip is the Sonnevnto a King: 
The whiſtling leaues vpon the trembling trees, 
QAhiale in conſoꝛt J am Nic hard: Sonne: 
The bubling murmur of the waters fall, 
Reco2ds Philippus Regius filius: 
Birds in their flight make muſicke with their wings. 
Filling the apze with gloꝛie of my birth: 
Birds, bubbles, lcaues, and mountaines. Eccho, all 
Ring in mine cares, that Jam Richard: Sonne. 
Fond man, ah whether art thou carried? 
ware thy thoughts pwꝛapt in Ponozs heauen ? 
Fozgetfull what thou art, and whence thou camſt. 
Thy Fathers land cannot maintaine cheſe thoughts; 
Theſe thoughts are farre vnfitting Faxconbridge : 
And well they map; fo why this monnting minde 
Doth ſoare too high to ſtoupe to Fauconbridge. 
Why how now? kno weſt thou where thou art? 
And knoweſt thou who expe as thine anſwert here a 
llt thou vpon a frantiek mad ding vaine 
Goe looſe thy land, and ſay thy ſelfe baſe bozne ? 
No,keepe thy land, though Ric hard were thy Sire, 
That ere thou thinkſt, ſay thou art Fauconbridge. 
 7obn Speake man, be ſodaine, who thy Father was. 
Phili Pleaſe it your Maieſtie, Sir Robert | 
Philip, that Faxconbridge cleaues to thyiawes: 
It will not out, J cannot foz mp like. 
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Sap Jam Sonne vnto a Fanconbriage, 
Let land and liuing goe, tis honozs fire 
That makes me ſweare Ring Ric hara was mp Sire, 
Baſe to a Ring addes title of moꝛe State, 
Than Knights begotten, though legittimate. 
Pleaſe it your Grace, Nam Ring Ac herd, Sonne. 
Robert Robert reuiue thy heart, let ſozrowdie, 
His faltring tongue not ſuffers him to lie. 
Mot her hat head- ſtrong furie dothenchaunt my ſonner 
Philip Philip cannot repent, fo2 he hath done. 
Iohn Then Philip blame not me, thp ſelfe haft loſt 
By wilfulneſſe, thy living and thy land. 
Robert, thou art the heire of Fauconbridge, 
God giue thee ioy, greater than thy deſert, 
Q Elianer hy how now Philip, giue awap thine owne$ 
Philip Madame, Jam bold to make mp ſelfe pour nephew, 
The 4 kinſman that pour Dighnes bath: 
And with this Pꝛouerb gin the wozld anew, - ; 
Help hands, J baue no lands, honour is mp deſire ; 
Let Philip liue to ſhew himſelfe woꝛthie ſo great a Sire. 
Elinor Philip, I think thou kne wſt thy Grandams minde: 
But chtere thee boy, J will not ſee thee want 
As long as Clinor hath foote of land; 
Hencefozch thou ſhalt be taken foz my ſoune, - 
And waite on me and on thine Mikle heere, 
ha ſhall giue honour to thy noble minde. \ 
John Philip kncele down, that thou mailt thzeughly know 
How much thy reſolution plealeth vs, 
Riſe vp Sir Ric hard Plantag inet K. Richard. Sonne. 
Phil. Graunt heauens that Philip once map ſhew himſelt᷑ 


Moꝛthie the honour of Plantaginet, PE 
On baſeſt glozieofa Baſtards name, =—_ 

Ion Now Gentlemen, we will away to France, . _ — 
To checke the pꝛide of Arthur and his mates x 2 


Eſſex, thou ſhalt be Ruler of my Realine, 
And toward the maine charges of . warres, 
RR 3 
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Tl: ceaze thelsrie Abvey lubbers lands 
Into my h inds to p np men cf warre. 
The ze enb?3op: ings Yall not greaſethemſelues 
With xoive and grootes, tha! are the ſouldters due, 
Tous foward Lozvs,Iitevrcammannd be done, 
And match we forward mighrelp to Fraunce. Excunt, 
Manct Phlipand his Mother. 
Philp Madame J eicech poudeigne me fomuchleaſure 
as the heartug ol a matter that J long to impart to pou. 
Mother QAhats the matter Phi. I thinke your ſute iu 
ſcerct,tenvs to ſome monep matte t, which you ſuppole burns 
in the bott ome of my heit. 
Phil. No adam, it is no ſuch ſute as to beg 01 boxrow, | 
But ch a ſute, as might ſome other graut. 
J would not now haue troubled pou witha!l, 
Mother A Gods name let vs heare it. 
Pirly Then Madame thus, pour Ladiſhip les well, 
Dou that my ſcandall growes by meanes of pau, 
In that repoꝛt hath rumoꝛd vp and downe, 
Jama baſtard, and no Farcenbridge. 
- This groſe attaint ſo tilteth in my thoughts, 
Maintaining combat to abzidge my eaſe, | | 
That field and towne, and companp alone, | 
Mhatſo J doo, oꝛ whereſoere J am, 
J cannot chaſe the ſlaunder from thy thoughts. 
Tit be truc,relolue me of mp Dire, 
Fo2 pardon Madame, if I thinke amiſſe. 
Be Philip Philip and no Faucenbridge, 
5 Father doubiles was as bzauc a man, 
pou ou knetges ſometime Phaeton, 
Miſtruſting ſi:!y fo his Site, 
Strapning a little baſhfall modctie, 
A beg ſonnc iudance whence J am extraught. 
E Aother Dit wore ados to haſte me to my graue, 
And wilt thou too betome a Mothers crellc 5 
8 * e cloſe with peu? 


— — 


Slaun- 
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Slaunder myſelk to quiet pour affr cs: 
Thou mocult me Philip with this idle talke, 
Talich J remit, in hope this mood will die. 
Philip Nap Lavie mother, heate me further pet, 
F 2 ſtrong conceipt diues dutie hence awhile: 
Pour huſyand Fax-onbridge was Father to that ſonne, 
That carries marks of Nature like the Sire, 
AQ be ſonne that blotteth pou with wedlocks beach, 
| And holds mpright, as lineall in diſcent 
From him whole fozme was figured in his face, 
Can Mature lo diſſemble in her frame, 
To make the one ſo like as like may be, 
And in the otber pꝛint no charader 
To chalenge any marke of true diſcent ? 
My bzothers minde is bale, and too too dull, 
To mount where Phe lodgeth his alfeds, 
And his externallgraces that you view 
(Though J re pont it) counterpoiſe not mine: 
| Dis conſtitution plaine debilitie, 
| Requires the chayze, and mine the ſeate of ſtecle, 
Nap, what is he,oz what am J to him? 8 
| Whenanp one that knoweth how to carpe, | 
| Till ſcarcely iudge vs both one Countrepbozke. ' 
This Madame, this,hath dꝛoue me a t 
Aud here by heauens eternall lampes Ilucate, 
As curſed Nero with his mal ber did, 
Do J with vou, if peu reſolue me not. 
Met ber Let mothers teares quench aut {1p angers fire, 
And vꝛge no further what thau daoſt require. 
Philip Let ſonnes entreatie ſwap the nothe, zom, 
Oy els ſhe dies: Fleuct infringe my vow. 
| Aforber Unhappy taſke : mutt J recount ny — 
B lab mp miſdeedes, oz hy cantealing die ä 
Dome power ſcrike me ſpeechleſſe foza time 1 
Oz take from him awhile his hearings vu 2 
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The fault is mine, and he the faultie frute, + 
I bluſh, J faint,oh would I might be mute. 
Philip Mothet be liefe, J long to knom my name. 
Aother And longing dye to ſyowd thy Mothers ſhame, 
Vhilip Come Madame come, vou nec de not be ſo loth, 
The ſhame is ſhared equall twixt vs both. 
Iſt noc a flacknes in me woꝛthie blame, 
To bt ſoolde, and cannot wꝛite my name. 
Good Yother reſolue me. 
Mother Then Philip heare thy foxtune and my grieke, 
Mp honours loſſe by —— of thy ſelke, 
y ſhame, thy name, and huſbands ſceree w2ong, 
All maind and ſtaind by youths vnruly ſway. 
And when thou kno weſt from whence thou art extraughe, 
On if thou kne wit what ſutes, what thꝛeates, what feares, 
To mooue by loue,o maſſacre by death. 


Co preld iwich lone,o) end by lones rontempt. 
The mightines of him that rourted me, 
bo tempꝛed tcrroz with his wanton talke, 
Tbat ſomething map extenuate the guilt, 
But let it not aduantage me ſo much: 
Upbꝛaid me rather with the Romane Dome 
That ſhed her bloodto waſh away her ſhame. 
, ThyſtanyTtoexpoſtalate the crime 
Aich pre & contra, nowthe drevets don, 
Then to conclude two mods may tell the tale, 
That Phlips Father was a Hinces Son, 
Rich England ru, ee onelp terroꝛ hee, 
Fo2 honours loſſe left me with childe of thee : 
| e chou arr. then parton me the rather, 
chara wis thy noble Father. | 
A Robin Fauconbriage I with thee ber, _ 
10 J landtes Boy, , | 
7, the wozld is in my debe, | | | 
to Plagne. | 


** Dir, let me alone lo game, 
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of King John. 


Ne act ſome wanders now J know my name. 

By bleſſed Aarie Ile not ſell that pꝛide 

Fo E/ glinds wealth, and all the woꝛld beſide, 

Sit laſt the pzoudeſt of my Fathets foes, 

Away good Mother, there the comfozt goes, Exeunt. | 


nter Philip the French King, and Lewes, Limoges, Con- 
ft ance, and her ſonne Arthur. 


King Now gin we bꝛoach the title of thy claime 
Dong Arthur in the Albion Territoꝛies, 
Scaring pꝛoud Angers with a puiſſant ſiedge: 
Bꝛaue Auſtria, cauſe of Cordelrons death, 
T's alſo come to aide thre in thy warrts; 
And all our Foꝛces ioync fo Arthurs right. 
And, but fox cauſcs of great conſequence, 
Pleading delap till newes from England come, 
Twice ſhould not Tn hide him in the Tet, * — 
To coole che fct-locks of his wearie teame, 32 
Till J had with an vnreſifted ſhock 
Controld the mannage of pzoud A»grers walls, 
Oz made a foxfec of my fame to Chaunce, 
Conſtance Map be that John in conſcience o; in feare 
To offer w2ong where you impugne the ill, 
' Will ſend ſuch calme conditions backe to Fraunce, 
As (hall rebate the edge of fearefull warres: 
Tf lo,fozbe:rance is a deede well done, 
Arthur Ah Pother, poſſeſſion of a Crowne is mucb, 
And lehn as J haue heard repoꝛted of, 
| Fo? pꝛeſent vantage would aduencure farre. 
| The wozld can witnes in his Bꝛothers time, 
He tooke vpon hin rule a almoſt raigne: 
Then muſt it follow as a [l poynt, 
That hee' le reſigne the rule unte his Nephew. 
N ratherchtnke che menace of the wozly 
Donnds ia his eares as cheats of no eſk&@me, 
| 5 C 
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The troubleſome Raigne 


And ſooner would he ſcoꝛne Ceropaes power, 
Than loſe the ſmalleſt title he en iopcs; 
Fo) queſttenles he is an Engliſhman, 
Lewe Why ate the Eng lich pæreles in compare? 
Bzaue Caualicts as cre that Jland bꝛed, 
Date liude and dpde,and darde and done inough, 
Het neucr gracde their Count rey fo the cauſe: 
England is England,yelding good and bad, 


And ohn ol England is as other John. 


Truſt me young Arthur, if thou like my rede, 

Pꝛaiſe thou the French that helpe ther in this neede. 
Lymoges The Engliſhman hath little cauſe J trow, 

Ta ſpend god ſpcachcs on ſo pꝛoud a foe, 

TUhp Arthur heres his ſpoyle that now is gon, 

bo when he liude outroude his VBꝛothet hn: 

But haftie curres that lie ſo long to catch, 

Come halting home, and meete their ouermatch. 

But newes comes now, heres the Embalſadour. 

Enter (battilion. | 


X Philip And in good time, welcome my Loꝛd Chatrilion; 


hat newes ? will Je accozd to aur commaund, 
Chattilion Be J not byicte to tell pout Highnes all, 

De will qppꝛoach to interrupt my tale: 

Fo? ont ſelfc bott me hougut vs both to Frar ce. 

He on his part will try the chaunce of warre, 

And if his wozds inkerre aſſured truth, 

Till looſe himſeife and all his followers, 

Ere peeld vnto the leaſt of pour demaunds, 

The Pother Queene ſhe taketh on amaine 

Gainſt Ladie Cenſt ance, counting her the cauſe 

That doch effect this claim e to Albion, 

Coniuring Ar hur with a Grandames carte, 

To leaue his Mother; willing him ſubmic 

Pis ſtate to Ieh and her pꝛotedion. 

ho (as ſhe ſaith) are ſtudious fo his god: 

Pore circumſtance the ſeaſon intercepts: 


of King lolin. 


This is the ſumme, which bꝛietly J haue howne. .. 
K. Phi. This bitter winde mult nip ſome bodies ſpꝛing, 
Sodaine and bziefe, why ſo, tis haruell weather. 
But lay Chattilion, what perſons of eccomyt are with him? 
(battilten Df England Earle Pembrooke aud Salibury, 
The onely noted men of anp name. 
Next them a Baſtard of the Kings deteaſt, 
A hardy wilde head, tough and venturous, 
TUith many other men of high reſolue. 
Then is there with them Cu other Queene, 
And Blanch her Nette daughter to the Ring of Spame : 
Theſe are the yuime Birds of this hot aduenture. 
Enter John & Jus tollowers, Queene, Baſtard, Earles, &c. | 
X. Philip We ſeemeth /obn an auer: daring pit it 
Etfcas ſome frenzte in thy raſh appꝛoach, 
Treading my Conſtnes with thy armed Troupes. SE 
Tratherlookt fo2 ſome ſubmiſſe reply 
Touching the claime thy Nephew Arthur makes 
To that which thou vniuſt ly doſt vſurpe. 
K ohn Foz that Chattiliom can diſcharge pon all, 
J liſt not plead my Title with my tongue, 
No) came J bether with intent of wꝛong 
To Fraunce 0; thee, oꝛ anp right of thine; 
But in defence and purchaſe of my right, 
The Towne of A-gsers : which thou dsoſt begirt 
In the behalfe of Ladie Conſtance Sonne, 
TCherctoo n he no2 ſhe can lay iuſt claime. 
Conſtance Des (falſe intruder) if that juſt be ind, 
And headſtrong vſur pation put apart, 
Arthur my Sonne, beire to thy elder Bother, 
Mithout ambiguous ſhadow of diſcent, 
Is Soueratgne tothe ſubſtance thou withholdſt. 0 
© Elinor Miſgouernd Goſſip, ſtaine to this reſot, 
Occaſion of theſe vndecidedtarres, 
T ſay (that know) to check thy vaine ſuppoſe, 
Thy Soune hath naught to do — Mn 
| 2 
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The troubleſome Raigne 
Fo pzoofe whereof. J can inferre a Till, 


That barres the way he vzacth by diſcent. 
Conftance A Uill indœde, a crabbed Womans will, 
Therein the Diuell is an ouerfeer, + 
And pꝛoud dame Ebzor ſole Executreſſe: 
Mone wills than ſo, on pcrillof my ſoule, 
Tere neuer made to hinder Arthurs right. 
Arthur But lap there was, as ſure there can be none, 
The law intends ſuch teſtaments as voyd, 
There right diſcent can no way be impeacht. 
Q Elinor Peace Arthur peace,thp mother makes thee wings | 
Toſoare with perill after cars, 
And truſt me yongling fo? the Fathers lake. 
Tpitie much the hazard of thy youth, 1 
(ogftance Beſhcł you els how pitifull pou are, 
Readieto weepe to heare him aſke his owne; 
' .Sozrow betide ſuch Granvames and ſuch grieſe, 
That miniſtet a poyſon foꝛ purt lone, 
But who lo blinde, as cannot ſe this beame, 
That you foꝛſooth would keepe your couſin vowne, 
Fo fearehis Mother ſhould be vide too well? | 
I theres the aricfr,confuſſon catchthe bzaine, | 
That hammers fhilts to ſtop a Pꝛinces raigne. ä 
Q. Elianor Impatient, frantike, common flanderer, 
r eee, quatreller, 
tell thee I, not enuie to thy Son, 
But iuſtice makes me ſpeoke as J haue don. 
K. Philip. But here s no pyoof that ſhowes pour ſon a Ring. 
K. ohn. Ahat wants, my ſwoꝛd hal moje at large ſet. down. 
Lews VBatthat map bꝛeake befo2e the truth be knowne. 4 
ay Then this may hold till all his right be ſhowne. 
ges Good wo 5 fir ſauce, your betters att in place. 
275 Not you ſir doughtie with your Lions caſe. 
ch Ahiop betide his ſoule, eo whom that ſpoile belõgd | 
"BR he how thy bet 


of Ring lohn. 


Should be a pꝛeſident t'affright you all. 
Baftard CAhat woꝛds are theſes how doo my ſinews duke? 


My Fathers foe clad in my Fathers ſpople, 


A thouſand furies kindle with reuendge, 

Tyts hart that choller keepes a conſiſtoue, 

Searing my inwards with a bꝛand of bate: 

. Dew doth Alecto whiſperin mine cares: | 

Delay not Philip, kill the villaine ſtraight, . 

Diſrobe him of the matchles moniment 

Thy Fathers triumpb oze the Dauages, 

Vale heardgroome, coward,'peaſant,/wozle than a th)eſhing 
Sus, - 8 

Chat makft thou with the Trophctof a King? 

Shamſ thou not coyſtrell, loathlome dunghill ſwad, 

To grace thy carkaſſe with an oznament 

Too pꝛet ious fo2 a Monarchs couerture? 

Scarce can I temper due obedience 

Unto the p:cſence okmp Soucraigne, 

From acting outrage on this trunke of hate: 

But arme thee trapto2,wzonger of rcnowme, 

Fo by bis ſoule I ſweare, my Fathers ſoule, 

Twice will I not review the Moꝛnings riſe, 

Till J haue toꝛne that Trophei from thy back, 

And ſplit thy heart, fad wearing it ſo long. 

Philip hath ſwoꝛne, and if it be not done, 

Let not the woꝛld repute me Richard. Sonne. 
Lymoges. Nay ſoft ſir Baſtard, harts ate not ſplit ſo ſoone, ' 
Let them reiovte that at the ende doo win: r= 

And take this leſſon at tip koemans hand, | 
Pawnenot thy life, to get thy Fathers ſkin. 
Blanch CAcllmauthe wonld ſpeake of his knightlp valoz, 
Thatwinnes this hide to weare a Ladies faudur. | 
- Baſtard. M{l:nap Tthaine, and nothing bzooke with mee, 
If ſhoxrlp Ipzeſenticnot to thee. 
X. Philip Loꝛdings foꝛbeare, foꝛ time is comming faſt, 


* — may ttie what woꝛds cannot determine, 
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And to the purpoſe fo the cauſc you come. 
Me ſemes pou ſet right in cheunce ofwarre, 
Vet lding no other reaſons ſoꝛ pour clatme, 
But ſo and ſo, becauſe it ſhall be ſa. 
So wrong (albe ſubozndby truſt offfrength : 
ATpꝛants pꝛacize to inveſt himſclfe, 
Where weakc reliifancegiucth wong the wap, 
Tochcckthe which, in holy lawfu:l Armes, 
J in the right of Art ber Gefſreys Sonne, 
Am come befoe this Citie of Angiers, 
To barre all ochet falſe ſuppoſed clayme, 
From whence oꝛ howſoetethe crro2 ſpzings, 
Aud in his quarrell on my ꝛincely wozd, 
Ile fight it aut vnto the l/ teſt man. 
lohn Know Ring of Fraunce, J will not be commeaundes 
By any power oꝛ Pꝛince in Chʒiſtendome, 
To peeld an inſtance hom J hold mint owne, 


Poe than to anſwere, that mine owne is mine. 
But wilt thou lee me parle witch the Towne, 


And heare them offer me al{eageance, 
Fealtie and homage, as true liege men ought, 
X. Philip Summon them, J will not belt cue it till 2 ſce 
it. and when I ſee it Ile ſoone change it. 
They ſummon the Towne, the Citizens appcare vpon the 
walls. 

R. lobn Pou men of Angiers, and as J take it my Jopall 
Subieas, I haue ſummoned pou to the walls: to diſpute on 
my tight, were to thinke pou doubckull therein, which J am 
perſwaded pou are not. In few woꝛds, our Bꝛothers Sonne, 
backt with the Ring of Fraunce heuꝛ beltagred your Towne 
- pon a falſe pzetended title to the ſame: in defence whereof 
J your liegt Lozd haue bzought our power to fence pou from 
the Uſurpcr, to free pour intended ſeruitude, and vtterly to 
- Cupplantc the focmen, to mp right q pour teſt. Sap then, who 
who keepe you the Towne for ? 

Cues Fo} our 1 King. 


of King Tohn. 


2 

ohn J was no leſſe perſwaded: then in Gods name open 
vour gates, and let me enter. 

Citiden Andit pleaſe pour Oighnes we comptroll not pour 
title, neither will we raſhly admit your entrance: if you ber 
lawfull King, with all obedience we keepeit to pour vſc, if not 
King, our raſhnes to be impeached fad peelding, without moze 
conſiderate triall: we anſwere not as men lawles, but tothe 
be hoofe of hi;n that pꝛooues lawfull, 

lohn I (hall not come in then? 

Citiden No mp Lodd,till we know moze, 

X. Philip Thenheareme ſpeake inthe behalfe of Arthur 
Sonne of Geffrey elder Bzother to John, his title manifeſt 
without contradiction to the Crowne and Ring dome of Eng- 
Lind, with Angiers and diuers Townes on this ſide the ſeas 
will pou acknowledge him pour liege Loyd, whoſpeaketh ig 
my woꝛd to intertaine pou with all fauours as belcemeth a 
King to his ſubieas, 02 a friend to his wel-willers: oꝛ ſtand 
to the perill of pour contempt, when his tit le is pꝛooued by 
the ſwoꝛd. 

Cutizen Ve anſwere as befoꝛe till you haue pzooued one 
right, we acknowledge none right, he that tries himſelfe our 
Dourraigne, to him will we remainc firme ſubieas, and fo2 
him, and in his right we hold our Towne as deſirous to know 
the truth as loath to ſubſcribe befoze we knowe : Moe than 
this we cannot ſay and moe than this we dare not doo. 

R. Philip Then /ohn J deſie thee in the name and behalfe 
of Arthur Plantaginet thy Ring and couſin, whoſe right and 
pattimonie thou detsincſt, as I doubt not cre the day ende in 
a ſet battell make thee conleſſe; whereunto with a z eale to 


right J challenge thee. 
R. Iehn TJ atcept the challenge, and turne the deftance te 


thy thꝛoate. 


Excurſions. The Baſtard chaſeth Lymoges the Auſtrich 
Duke, and maketh him leaue the Lyons skinne. 


Ba- 
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ſaid Art har. 
tit we the pooze Jahabitants of Argiers, require a parle ot 
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; Baſtard And artthou gone, miſtoꝛtune haunt thy eps, 
And chill colde feare aſſaile thy times of reſt. 
Morpheus le aut here thy ſiltut E ban caue, 


Beſiedge his thoughts with dilmall fantaſles. 


And ghaſtly obieas of pale thzeatning M ori. 
Affright han cuerp minute with Rearne lookes, 


Leet ſhadowe temper terroꝛ in his thoughts, - = 


And le 
And in 


e terroʒ make the coward mad, 
s madnes let him feare purſute, 


And ſo in krenzie let the peaſant die. 


Here is the ranſome that allapes his rage, 

The firſt freehold that Ric harà left his ſonne: 
With which J ſhall ſurpyize his liuing focs, 
As Hettor:ftatne did the fainting Greekes, Exit. 


15 "Eater the Kings Herolds with Trumpets to the wals of 


eAngiers : ſummon the Towne, 


* 


Eng. Herold Jebn by the grace of God King of England, 


: Lo2d of /reland, Anton, T orame,cc. demaundeth once againe 


of pou his ſabiecs of Angieri, tf pou will quietly ſurrender 
vp the Towne into his hands 4 

Fr. Hereli Philip by the grace of Gov Ring of Fra=xce,de« 
maundethin the bchalfe of Arthur Duke of Hrit aine, if. pou 
will ſurrender vp the Towne into his hands, to the vie of the 


; CitsJens Herrolds goe tell the two victozious Pꝛincts, 


their P.tcſttes. 
| Herolds Tae goe. 


oe Kings, Queene E lianor, Blaunch, Beftard, Ly: 
ow e, Leue, Caſtilean, Pem brooks Salirbury, mT 
2. 2 Duke of Britainc. 


Joe Herold,what anſwerc doo the Towuſmen tb: 3 
Pi: ip 
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Of King lohn. 
Philip Will Angiers pteld to Philip Riugof Fraunce, 
En. Her. The Cowuſmen on the wals accept your Grace, 


Fr. Her. And craue a parlep of pout aieſtie. n 
John You Citizens of Angiers, haue pour eyes 


Beheld the ſlaughter that our Engliſh bowes 


Haue made bpon the coward frawdfull Freuch ? 
And haue you wiſely pondzed therewichall 
Your gaine iu peclding to the EngliſhRingy <\ 
Phiby Their lolle in yeelding tothe Engliſh King. 
Bu; ohn, they ſaw from out their hig heſt Towers 
The Cheualicrs of Fraunce and croſlebow ſhot 
Manke lancs ot ſlaughtred bodies thꝛough thine hoaſt, 
Andare reſolude to yelde to Arthurs right. 
lohn Aby Thilip. though thou bꝛaueſt it ſoze the walls, 
Chy conſcience knowes that John hath wonne the field. 
Philip What ere my conſcience knows, thy Armie feeles 
That Philip had the better of the dap, 
Ba#tard Philip indeꝛde hath got the Lyons caſe, 


TAhich here he holds to Lymoge diſgrace, 
Baſe Duke to ſtye and leaue ſuch ſpoyles behinde: 


But this thou kne boſt cf foꝛce to make mee ſtay. 


At farde with the as with the marriner, 
Spying the bugie hale, whole monſtrousbulke 
Doth beare the waues like mountaines fo2e the winde, 
That tino wes out emptie veſſells, ſo to ſtay 
Dis kurie, while the ſhip doth ſaile away, 
Philip tis thine: and foze this ꝛincelyꝑeſence, 
Madame J humbly lap it at pour fecte, 
Being the firſt aduenture J atchieud, 
Aud firſt exployt pour Grace did eniopne: 
Det many moꝛe J long to be eniopnd. 

Blaunc h Philip I take it, and I thee commaund 
To weare the ſame as earſt thy Father did: | 
Therewith receiue this fanour at mp hands, 5 


T incaurage thee to follow Nix hardi fame. 


Arthur Ne Citizens of Anꝑiert, ate ye mute TE 
>a 1 D Arthur 
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Arthur 0) Ioba, ſay which ſhall be pour Nag e 
Citrzen Qi care not which,ifonce we knew the right, 
But till we know we will not peeld our right. | 
Baftard Might Philip counſell two ſo mightie Rings, 
As are the Kings of Exgland and of Fraunce, 
De would aduiſe pour Graces to vnite 
And knit pour fozces gainſt theſe Citizens, 
Pulling their battered walls about their eares. 
' The Towne once wonne then ſtriue about the claime, | 
Fo? thep are minded to delude pou both, | 
CitiFen Rings, Pꝛinces. Loꝛds & Knighesaſembledhere, 
The Citizens of Axgter- all by me 
Entreate your Maieſtie to heare them ſpeake: 
And as vou like the motion they ſhall make, 
So to account and follow their aduice. ( 
Tobn. Philip. Sptake on, we giue thee leaue. 
Citizen Then thus: whereas that pong lu ſtieknighe 
Jucites you an to knit your kingly ſtrengtha: — 
The motion cannot chooſe but pleaſe the good, N 
And ſuch as lone the quict of the State. 2 ö 


But how mp Loꝛds, bow ſhould pour ſtrengths be knic? 
Not to oppꝛeſſe pour — and pour friends, 
And fill the woꝛld with dꝛawles and mut inies: | | 
But vnto peace pour fo2ces ſhonkdbe knit A 
To liue in Pꝛincely league and amitie: 
Da this, the gates of-Angiers ſhall g iue way 
And ſtand wide open to your harts content. 
To make this peace a laſting bond of love, 
Remains one onely bonozadle meanes, | 
-- Whichby your pardon J ſhall bere diſplay. OY 
Lewes the Dolphin and the heire of Frawnce, | | 
A man ofnotedvalo} thzough the wozld, 
Is pet vnmaried: let him take to wife 
The bcauteous daughter of Ter ru oy 
Neete to K. John, the loue ly 3 
| —_—_— on bi Sifter Ev. 


of King Tohn. 
ith her in marriage will her vackle giue 
Caſtles aud Towers as ſitteth ſuch a match. 
The Kings thus ioynd in league of perfea loue, 
They map ſo ocale with Arthur Duke of Britains, 
Thots but yong,and pet vnmecte to taigne, 
As he ſhali ſtand contented eucric way, 
Thus haue J boldly (foz the common good) 
Deliuered what che Citie gaue in charge. 
And as vpon conditions pou agree, 
Os ſhall we ſtand content to peeld the Towne, 
Arthur A pꝛoper peace, if ſuch a motion hold; 
Theſe Rings beare armes fo2 me,andfo2 my right, 


And they ſhall hare my lands to make them friends. 
Q. Elanor Sonne John, follow this motion, as thou loueſt 


thy mother, 
Make league with Phili, pteld to any thing: 
Lewes (hall baue my Necce,and then be ſure : 
Arthur (hall haue ſmall ſuccour out of France, 
john Bother of Fraunce, you heare the Citizens 
Then tell me, how you meane to deale hercin. 
Conſtance hp ohn, what canſt thou giue vnto thy Neece, 
That haſt no foote ot land, but Art hurs rights 
Lewe By) Ladie Citrzens, I like your choyce, 
A louely Damſellis the Ladie Blanche, 
oꝛtbie the heire of Europe fo) ber pheere. 
Conſtance TUhat Kings. why ſtandyou gazing in à trance: 
Why how now Lozds? acturſed Citizens - 
To fill and tickle their ambicions eares, 
ith hope of gaine, that ſpꝛings from Art hurt loſſe. 
Some diſmall Plannet at thy birthday raigud, 
Foꝛ now Jſee the fall ot all thy hopes. 
X. Philip Ladie, and Duke of Brit aine, know pouborh, 
The Riny of Fraunce reſpects his honoꝭ moze, 
Than to betray his friends and fauourers. 
Bꝛinceſſe of Spaine, could pou affect my Sonne, 
It we vpon con ditians could agree? 
3 | D 2 | Baſtard 
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Baſt ard wounds Madam, take an Engiit, Gentleman: 
laue as I was. I thought to haut mooude the match. 
Grandame pou made me halfe a pꝛomiſe once, 

That Lady Blanc h ſhould bzing me wealth inough, 
And make me heire of ſtoze of Eng lich land; 
Q Elianor Peace Philip, Iwill looke thee out a wife, 

Te muſt with pollicie compoundthis ſtrife. 

Baſtard If Lewes get her, well, J ſap uo mote 2 
But let the frolicke Frenchman take noſcozne, 

Tf Philip front him with an Eng liſh ho ne. 

John Ladie, what anſwere make you to the Ring of France? 
Can vou affect the Dolphin fo2 your Loꝛd? 

Blanch J thanke the King that likes of me ſo well, 

To make me Bzide vnto ſo great a Pyince: 
But giue me leaue my Loꝛd to pauſe on this. 
Leaſt being to too fo ward in the cauſe, 
It may be blemiſh to my modeſtie. 

Q Elinor Donne /oh»,and wozthie Philip R. of Fraunce, 
Doo pou confer awhile about the Dower, 

And J will ſchoole my modeſt Neece ſo well, 
That ſhe ſhall yceld aſſoone as pou haue done. 

Conftance J. theres the wietch that bꝛoacheth all this ill, 

hy flye J not vpon the Beldames face, 
And with mp naples pull foo2th her bate full eyes. 

Arthur Swete Mother ceaſe theſe haſtie madding fits: 

Fo2 my fake,let my Grandame haue her will. 
O would ſhe with her hands pull foꝛtb my heart, 
I could a ffooꝛd it to appeaſe theſe bꝛoyles. 

But mother let vs wiſely winke at all: 
Leaſt farther harmes enſue our haſtie ſpeach. 

Philip Bꝛother of England, what dowyie wilt thou giue 
Unto my Sonne iu marriage withchp Neece? 

lohn Firſt Philip knowes her daunie out of Spine 
To be ſo great as may content a Ring : 

But moꝛe to mend and amplifte the ſame, 


Igiue in monep thirtie thouſand markes. 


T ; : | Fer . 
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Fon land J leanelit tothine —_ de maund. 
Philiy Then J demaund UVolqueſſon,T orain, Main, 
Poutersand Anion, theſe flue }Ioutnces, 
Tl;ich thou as King of England holdſt in Fraunce: 
Then ſhall our peace be ſoone concluded on. 
Baſt ard No leſſe than fiue ſuch Pꝛouinces at once? 
Iohn Mother what ſhall J doo? my bzother got theſe lands 
TUich much e ffuſton of our Engliſh bloud: 
And ſhall J giue it all away at once? 
Q. Elinor John giue it him, ſo ſhalt thou liue in peace, 
And kepe the reſidue ſanz icopardie, 
lon Phitsp bing fozththy Sonne, here is mp J2ecce, 
And here in mariage J doo giue with her 
From me and mp Succeſſoꝛs Eng liſh Kings. 
Uolqueſſon, Poiters, Aniou, Torain, Main, 
And thirtie thouſand markes of ſtipend coyne. 
Now Citizens, how like pou of this match: 
Cite We iop to ſee ſo lweete ap?ace begun. 
Lewes Lewes with Blanch (hall euer liue content. 
But now King John, what ſap pou to the Duke? 
Father, ſpeake as pou map in his behalke. 
Philip K. Iobn, be good vnto thy Nephewhere, 
And giue him ſome what that ſhall pleaſe thee beſt. 
fobn Arthur, althoughthou troubleſt £»g/ands peace ; 
Yet here Jgiue thee Brittaine for thing owne, 
Together with the Earledome of Nic hmont, 
And this rich Citie of Aygiers withall, 
Q.Elanor Andif thou ſeeke to pleaſe thine Anckle 7. , 
Shalt ſee my Sonne how J will make of thee. 
Iohn No tuerything is ſoꝛted to this end, 
Lets in and there pepare the mariage rytcs, 
Mhich in S. Maries Chappell pꝛeſently 
Shalbe perfoꝛmed ere this Meſcnct part. Exeuut. 


Manent {onſtance & Arthur. 


Arthur Padam good chcere, theſe dzotipiug languithm#s 
D 3 Adde 


* 


* 


Ts 5 2 0 miſloꝛtune ſeemes no yoke at all, 


The troubleſome Raig ne 


Adde ns redjeſle to ſalue our awk ward haps, 
It heauens haue concluded theſe cuents, 
To (mall auatle is bitter penttucnes ? 
Seaſons will change, and ſo our pꝛeſent griefe 
Miy change with them, and all to our reliefe. 
(onſtance Ah bop, thy peares J ſæ ate farre coo greene 
To lookt into the bottome of the ſe cares. 
Bt J, who lee the pople that weigheth do une 


Thy weale,mp wiſh,and all the willing meanes 


T Ahere wich thy fortune and thy fame ſhould mount. 
That top, what eaſe, what teſt can lodge in me, 
TUith whom all hope and hap doth diſagrees 
Arthur Pet Ladies teores,and cares, and ſclemne ſhows, 
Rather than helpes, beape vp moꝛe wozke fo) woes, 
Conſtance If any Power willheare a widdowes plaint, 
That from a wounded ſoule timplozes reuenge; 
Send fell contagion to infect this Clyme, 
Thts curſed Countrey,where the traytoꝛs bzeach, 


- Whoſe periurie as pzowd Briareus, 


Beleaguers all the Skie with milbelieke. 


De pꝛomiſt Arthur, and he ſware it too, 


Tofence thp right, and check thy foemans pyide x 
But now black-ſpotced Periure as he ts, 
De takes atruce with £/075 damned byaf, 
And marries Lewes to her louely Necce, 
ing thy foztune,and thy birth-dapes gift 

etweene theſe loners : ill betide the match. 
And as they ſhoulder thee from out thy owne, 
And triumph in a widowes tcarefull cares: 
So heauens croſſe them with a thufcles courſe, 
Ts all the bloud yſpilt on either part, 
Cloſing the cranies of che thirſtie carth, 
Growne to a louegame and a Biivall feaſt * 
And muſt thy birtheight bid the wedding banes : 
Pooe helples bop, hopeles andhelples too, 


Thy 


| 


of King John. 


Thy ſtap, chy ſtate, thy — miſbaps 


oundeth thy mothers thoughts with feeling care, 


| 
| 


| 


Why lookſt thou pale $the colour flyes thy face, 

I trouble now the fountaine of thy ponth, 

And make it moodie with wy doles diſcourſe, 

Goe in with me, reply not louelp bop, 

e muſt obſcure this mone with melodie, 

Leaſt wozſer wꝛack enſue our maleconteut. Excunt. 


Enter the King of Engl e KI ing of Fraunce, Arthur, 
Baſtard, Lewa,L ,ymoges,C ence Blevebe, Chattthon, 
Pembrooke, Salisburie,and Elianor. 


Jobn This is the dap, the long deſired dap, 


herein che Realmes of Englandand of Fraunce 


| 


Stand highly ble ſſed in a laſting peace, 


| Thaice happie is the Butdegroome and the Bzide, 


From whoſe ſweete Bꝛidale ſuch a concoꝛd ſpings, 
To make of mozcall foes immoꝛtall friends. 
Conſtance Ungodly peace made by an others warre, 
Philip Unhappie peace, that ties thee from teuenge. 
Rouſe ther Plantaginet, liue not to ſee EN 
W 


The butcher of the great Plantigmer. 
Kings, Pzinces,and pe Peeres of either Realmes, 


Pardon mp raſhnes,and fozgiue the zeale 
That caries me tn furie to a deede 


| Ok high deſert,of honour, and of armes. 


A boone O Kings, a booue doth Philip beg 


Mꝛoſtrate vpon his knee: which knee ſhall cleaue 


Unto the (uperficies of the earth, 

Till Fraunce and England graunt this gloꝛious boone. 
lohn Speake Philip, England graunts thee thy requeſt᷑. 
Philip And Fraunce confirmes what ere is in his power, 
Baſtard Then Duke (it faſt, I leuell at thy head, 


Too baſe a ranſome fozmp fathers life, 
 Pyluces, I craue the Combat with the Duke 


Chat 


| 
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That bꝛaues it in diſhonoꝛ of my Sire. 
Hour woꝛds ate paſt noꝛ can you now reuerſe 
The Pꝛincely pꝛomiſe that reniues my ſoule, 
TUihercat me thinks J lee his ſinnews ſhake: 
This is the boon (dzead Lozds) which granted once 
Oz life oꝛ death are pleaſant to my ſoule; 
Since J ſhall liue and die in Xicharas right. 
Lymoges Bale Baſtard, miſbegotten of a King. 
To interrupt theſe holy nuptiall rytes 
ith bzawles and tumults to a Dukes dilgrace: 
Let it ſuffice, J ſcoꝛne to iopne in fight, 
CTlith one ſo karre vnequallto my ſelfe. 
Baſtard A ſine excuſe, Kings if you wilbe Kings, 
Then kcepe your wozds, and let vs combat it. 
Iobn Philip. we cannot foxce the Duke to fight, 


Being a ſubiect vnto neither Nealme: 


But tell me Auſtria, if an Engliſh Duke 
Should dare thee thus, wouldſt thou accept the challendge? 


Lymoges Els let the wozld account the Auſtrich Duke 


The grrateſt coward liuing on the Earth, 
lohn Then cheere thee Yi, Iohn will keepe his woꝛd, 


. Rnecle downe, in ſight of P-1bp Ring of Fraunct 


And all theſe Pꝛincely Loꝛds aſſembled here, 
J girdthee with the ſwoꝛd of Nermandie, 
Andof that land J doo inueſt thee Duke: 


So ſhalt thou be in liuing and in land 


Nothing inkeriour vuto Auſtria. 

Lymoges R. Iohn, J tell thee flatly to thy face 
Thou wꝛongſt mine honour: and that thou maiſt ſee 
Pow much J ſcozne thy new made Duke and thee, 
A flatly ſaꝝ J will not be compeld: 

And ſo farewell Sir Duke of low degree, 
Tlefindeatime to match pou fo} this geere, Exit. 


John Stay Philip, let him goe the hanozs thine, 


Baſterd Jcannot line vnles his life be mine. 


NQ Elianer Thy fozwardnes this day hath iopd my lag, 


| 
| 
| 


| 


1 
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And made me thinke my — liues in . 
K.Philip Lodings lets in, and ſpend the — day 
In maſkes and triumphs, letting quarrells ceaſe. 


Enter a Cardynall from Rowe, 


Card. St ip Ring of France, I tharge thee ioyn not hands 
TAich him that ſtands accurſt of God and men, 

Know /obr,that Þ Pand»/ph Cardinall of Millaine, and 
Legate from the Sea of Nome, demaund of chee in the name 
of our holy Father the Pope Innocent, why thou doſt (contra 
rie to the lawes of our holy mother the Church, and our yolye 
father tbe Poe) diſturbe the quiet ofthe Church, and diſanull 
the election of Stephen Lang hton, whom his Polines hath ele. 
ed Archbiſhop of ( anterburie: this in his Polines name J 


demaund of thec? 
Iohn And what haſt thou oz the Pope thy maiſter to doo ta 


demaund of me, how Jemplopinineowne ? Rnow ſir Pꝛieſt 
as Jhonour the Church and holy Churehmen, ſo J ſcoꝛne ta 
be ſubicc to the greateſt Pꝛelate in the wozld. Tell thy Pai- 
ſter ſo from me, and ſap, Ioha of England ſaid it, that neuer an 
Italian jd ieſt of chem all, (hall either haue tythe, tole, oꝛ po; 
ling penie out of England. but as J am Ring, ſo wil I raigne 
next under God, ſupꝛeame head both ouer ſpirituall and tem. 
rall: and hee that contradias me in this, Ile make him hoppe 
bcadleſſe. 
X. Philip QAhat King /ob»,know you what you ſap, 122 
to ban againſt our holy father the Pope, 
lohn Philip, though thou and all the Pꝛinces of Chiiten- 
dome ſuffer themſelues to be abuſde by a P1elates flauerte, 
mp minde is not of ſuch baſe temper . Tf the Pope will bee 
Ring in England, let him winne it with the ſwoꝛd, J know no 
other title he can alleage to mine inherttance. | 
Card. John, this is thine anſwere ? 
John TAhat then? 
Card. Then J Pawdulph of Padee Legete from the Apo: 
12 C ſtolikg 
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golick Sea, doo in the name of D. Peter and his fucceſſo2 our 
boly Father Pope /xocen!,pzonouncethee atcurſed diſchar- 
ging euery of thy ſubiectes of all dutie and fealtie that they 
do owe tothee, and par don and foꝛgiucnes of ſinne co thoſe 01 
them whatſseuer, which (hall carrie armes againſt thce, o; 
- murder the: this J pzonounce, and charge all good men to 
abhozre thee as an excommunicate perſon, 

lobn So ir, the moꝛe the For is curſt the better a farcs: if 
God bleſſe me and my Land, let the Pope and his ſhavelings 
curſe and (pare not. 

Card. Furthermoze J charge the Philip Ring of Frexce, 
and al the Kings and Pꝛinces of Chziſtendome, to make wor 
vppon this milcreant: and whereas thou haſt made a league 
with him, and confirmed it by oath,, vo in the name of our 
foꝛeſaid father the Pope, acquit the of that oath es vnlawful, 
being made with an hetetike, bow laiſt thou ?, dooſt thou 
obep 2 

John Bother of Fraunce, what ſay pou to the Cardirall + 

Philip J (ap, I am fozrie fo; pour Maieſtie, requeſting 
vou to ſubmit pour ſelfe to the Chur hof & oe. 

ohn And what ſay vou to our leagut, if J doo not ſubmit? 

Philip TWUhat ſhould J ſap : J muſt obry the Pope, 

John Obep the Pope, aud bzeake pour aathto God + 

Philip The Legate hath abſolude me of mine oath: 
Then yceldto Nome, o; J defie thee here. 

lohn Tb Philip, I deſit the Pope and thee, 

Falſe as thou ort, and periurde K. of France, 
Unwoꝛthie man to be artompted King. 

Giu ſt thou thy ſwoꝛd into a ]9zelates hands? 
Pandulph, where J of Abbots, Ponkes and Friers 
Daue taken ſome what to ma intaine mp watres, 
Now will Jtake no moe but all they haue. 

Jle rowze the lazig lubbers from their Cells, 

And in deſpight Fle ſend them to the Pope. 
Mother, come you with me, and foz the reft 

That will not follow 10h in this attempt, 


Con- 


of King lohn. 
Confuſſon light vpon their damned ſoules. 
Come Loꝛds, ſight fo} ycur Ring that fighteth fo pour god : 
Philip And are they gone? Pandulph thy ſclſe (halt lee 
Dow Fraunce will fight foꝛ Ae and Romiſh rytes. 
Nobles, to atmes, let him not paſle the ſeas, | 
Lets take him capiiue, and in triumph lead 
The K.of L Hndto the gates of Rome. 
Arthur, beute thee man, and thou ſhalt ſee 
hat Philip K of Fraunce will doo fog thee, 
Blanche And will your Grace vpon pour wedding day 
Foz 'ake your B1ide and follow dzeadfull vzums 
Nap, good my Lo22,ſtay pou at home with mee, 
Lewe Swectehcartconteut thee,and we ſhall agree, 
Philip Follow mcLo2vs, Lozd Cardpnall lead the wap, 
Dꝛums ſhalbe muſique to this wedding day, Excunt. 


Excurſions, The Baſtard purſues Aut ria, and kills 
him. 


Baff ard Thus hath K. Richard. Honne perfozmde his 
vowes. i 
And offced Auſtria bloud fo; ſacrifice 
Tinto his fathers cuerliuing ſaule. 
Baue Corde/:on,now my beart doch ſap, 
J baue deſerude, though not to be thy heire 
Det as Jam, thy baſe begoctenſonne, 
Aname as pleaſing to thy Philips heart, 
As to be cald the Duke of Normandie. 5 
Lie there a pꝛay to everprauening fowle: 
And as my Father triumpht in thy ſpoyles, 
And trode thine Enlignes vnderncathhis feete, 
So doo tread vpon thy curſed ſelke, 
And leaue thy bodie to the fowles fo: food, Exit. 


Excurſions. Arthur, Conit ance, Lewa, hauing taken 
. QEharner priſoner. | 


E 2 Cone 
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Conſtance Thus hath the God of Kings — conquering 
arme 
Diſpearſt the focs to true ſucceſſion, 
Pꝛoud, aub diſturber of thy Touncrepes pcace, 
Conſtance dothliue to tame thine inlolence, 
And on thy head will now auenged be 
Fo? all the miſchie fes hatched in thy bzaine, 
© Elinor Contemptuous dame vnreuent Dutches thou, 
To bꝛaue ſo great a Queene as £/zaror, | 
Baſe ſcolde haſt thou fozgot,that J was wife, 
And mother cochzee mightie Engliſh Rings? 
Icharge the then, and you fozſoth ſir Boy, 
To ſet your Ot and mother at libert ic. 
Aud peeld to John your Unckle and your Ring. 
Conſtance Tis not thy wozds pꝛoud Queene ſhal carry it. 
Elianor Nd; pet thy th;eates pzoud Dame ſhal daunt mp 
minde. 
Arthur Swette Srandame, and good Mother leaue theſt 
-_ . bzawles, 
Eliane Ile nde a time to ttiumpß in tby fall. 
Conſtance My time is now to triumph in thy fall, 
And thou ſhalt know that (on ſtance will triumph. 

Arthur God Mother. weigh it is Ducenc Eluaner, 
Though ſhe be capuuc. vle her ike herſcife, a 
Swate Grandame beare with what my Bother cs, | 
Your Pighncs Tow 158 honourably, N 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Lewes my Lom, Duke eArrbuy;and the ret, 
To armes in haſt, &. ohn relyes his men, 
And gianes the fight alreſ/: and ſwrares withall 
Co lole his kfc, oz ſet his Mother frer. 
Lewes Arthur away, tis time to looke about. 
haue: lub bomhon dame, what is pour courage.cold? 


3 No — courage gathers ſtrcutzt * 
ay 


of King Iohn. | 


And hopes to lead both 79h and dthee as ſlaues : 
And in that hope. hale thee ta the field. Excunr. 


| Excurfions. Elianer is reſcued by John, and Arthur 
| is taken priloncr. Excunt. Sound victorie. | | 
| | b 


Enter John, Elianor, and Arthur Priſoner, Baſt ard, Pem- 
brooke, Salisbury, and Hubert de Burg h. 5 


john Thus right triumphs, and ohn triumphs in right. "4 
Arthur thou (cet, Fraunce cannot bolſter thee : | | 
Tby Mothers pꝛide hath bꝛought thee to this fall. | | 
| Butifat laſt, Nephew thou yceld thy ſelke 
Into the gardauce of thine Anckl. /oby, 

Thou ſhalt be vſed as becomes a unce. 

Arthur Unckle, my Grandame caught her E this. 

To beare captiuitie with patience, 

Might hath pꝛeuapld not right,foz Jam Ring 

Ol England. though thou weare the Diadem. 
.Elianor Sonne John, ſoont ſball we teach him to ſoꝛget 

| Theſe pꝛoud nic ſumptions, and to know himſelkt. | 

Iohn Mother, he neuer will foꝛget his claime, _ vp 
J would he tude not to remember it. | 
But leaning this, we will to England um, ; 
And takt ſome oꝛder with our Popelings there, 
That ſwell wich pꝛide, and fat of lay mens lands. 
3 hulip 7 make thec chicke in this · a ffatre, 
Vanlackthe Abbes, Cloyſters, Pꝛioꝛies, 
Conuert their copne vnto in ſouldiers bſe: 

And what ſoert he be within mp Land, 
That goes ta Ro foꝛ iuſtict and fo; law, 
| Whilc he maphauc his right wil in the Realme, 
Let him be iudgde a traitox ta the State, 
And ſuffer as an enemie to Exglana. 
Mother, we leaue you here beyondthe (ras, 


As Regent of our Pꝛoninces in Freunce. i Fo 
» af E 3 cabile 


# * 
* 
— —ͤ — So —— 


Pl 3 * - ts. 
* U : 
% #4 DA Ati. — — 4 


The troubleſome Raigne 


Ahile we to Englendtoke aſpcedie courle, 
And thanke our God that gaue vs vicozie, 
Hubert de Burgh take Arthur here ts thee, 
Be he thy pziloncr ; Huber: keepe him ſafe, 
F 92 on his life doth hang thy Soueraigues crowne, 
But in his death conſiſts thy Soueraigaes bliſſe: 
Then Hubert, as thou (hottly hearſt from me, 
So le the pꝛiſouer J haue giuen in charge. 

Hubert Frolick pong Pꝛince, though J your keeper bee, 
Pet ſhall your keep:r live at your commaund, - 

Arthur As pleaſe my God, ſo ſhall become of ine, 

Q. Elianer My Donne to £9g/4nd, J will lec thee ſhipt, 
Ano pꝛay to God to ſend thee ſafe aſhoze, 

Baſtard Now warres are done, J long tobe at home 
Co diue into the Mankes and Abbots bags, 
To make ſome ſpozt among the ſmooth ſkin NRunnes, 
And kcepe ſome reuell with the lan zen Friers. 
Ibs To EnglandLods,cachlooke vnto your charge, 
And arme pourſclues agaiuſt the Romane pzide, Exeunt. 


Enter the K. of Fraunce, Lewa his ſomme, Cardinall Par. 
dolph Legate, and Conſtance, 


Pbilip hat euery man attacht with this miſhap 2 
Why frowne pa ſo, hy dzoop pc Lozdsof Fraunce:? 
Me thinkes ic differs from a warlike minde 
To lo wie it fo achecke i two of chaunce. 
Dad L ymoges eſcapt the baſtards ſpight, 
Alictle ſozrow might haue ſerude our lofſe, 
Baue Auſtria, heauen iopes to haue thee there. 
Card. is ſowle is ſafe and free from Purgatozie, 
Our holy Father hach dilpenſt bis ſiunes, 
The bleſſed Saints haus heard our oʒiſons, 
And all are Mediatoꝛs fo his ſoule, 
And in the right of theſe molt holy warres, | 
Vis holines kt ce pardon doth pzonounce 5 HERS 
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| To all that follow pou gainſt Engliſh beretiques, 
Tho ſand accurſed in our mother Church, 


Enter Conſtance alone. 


Philip To aggrauate the meaſure of our griefe, 
All malcontent comes Conf ance fo: her Sonne. 
Be bꝛiefe good Padame, fox pour face impozts 
A tragick tale behiade thats yet vntolde. 
Der paſſions ſtop the og an of her vopce, 
Deepe ſoxrowthzobbeth milbefalne euents, 
Out with it Ladie, that our Ac may end 
A full Cataſtrophe of ſad laments, 
Conſt. My tongue is tunde toſto)te foxth miſhap 2 
ben did J bꝛeath to tell a plzaling tale? 
Muſt Conſt ence ſpeake let teares peuent her talke: 
Muſt J viſcourſe? let Dido ſigh and ſap, 
She weepes againe to heare the mack of Trey. 
Two woꝛds will ſerue, and then my tale is done: 
Eluor⸗ pꝛoud at hath robd me of my Sonne. 
Lewes Haue patience Madame, this is chaunce of warte: 
He map be ranſomde, we reuenge his wong. 
Conſtance Beit ner ſo ſoone, I ſhall not liue ſo long. 
Philip Deſpaire not pet, come {ont ance, got with me, 
Theſe clowdes will fleet, the day will cleare againe, Excunr, 
Card. Row Lewe, thy foxtune buds with happie ſpꝛing, 
Dur boly Fathers papers effeceth this. 
Artbur is ſale, let br alone with him, 
Thy title next is fairſt to Eng/a»vds Crowne : 
Nowſttrre thy Father to begin with /ob», 
The Pope ſapes J, and ſo fs F/b:oxthine, 
Lewes Thankes mp Lozd Legate fo pour good conceipt, 
' Tis beſt we follow now the game is faire, 
Py Father wants to wozke him your goodwods. 
Card, A few will ſerue ta y wars him in this, 
Thoſe ſhal not want: but lets about it then. Exeunt. 
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Enter philip leading a Frier, charging him to ſhow where 
the Abbots golde lay. 


Philip Come on you fat Franciſcans, dallie no longer, but 
ſbewme — the Abbots treaſure lyes, oꝛ die. 

Frier Benedicamus Domms, was cuer ſuch an iniurie. 
Sweete S. Mithold ol thy lenitie, defend vs from extremitie, 
Ano heare vs foꝛ S. Charitie, oppꝛe ſſed with auſteritis. 

In nomini Domini, make I mp homilie, | 
Gentle Gentilitie griene not the Cleargie, 

Philip Grey gownd good face,conture pe. 
nertruſt me fo a groate, | 

Tf this waſte girdle hang thee not 

that girdeth in thy coate, 
Now balde and barefoote Bungie birds 
when bp the gallowes climing, 
Sap Pbili he had mods fnough 


to put pon downe with ryming. 
Frier A pardon, O perce,Saint Fraunces fot mertit, 


Shall ſbleld thee from nightſpells and dꝛeaming of viveſls, 


If thou wilt fozgtue me, and neuer moze grieve me, 
Vith faſting and pjaping,and Hale Marie ſaying, 
From blackPurgatote a penance right ſozte. 
Frier T hema will warme pou, 
Ft hall neuer harme you, 
Philip Come leaue off pour rabble, 
Sirs hang vpthis lozell, 
2. Frier Foz charitie J beg his like, 
Daint Fraunci: chiefeſt Frier. 
The beſt in all our Couent Sir, 
fokeepeaCinters ficr, _ 
© (trangle not the good vive man, 
my boſteſſe oldeſt gueſt, 
And J will bzing you by and by 
bnto the Pꝛioꝛs cheſt. 
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Phil J, laiſt thou ſo,+ if thou wilt the fricr is at libertie, 

Ik not, as I am honeſt man, Ile hang you both fo) companie, 
Frier.Come hether, this is the cheſt though ſimple to beho! 
That wan*c!h not athouſand pound in ſiluet and in gold, 

yſelfe will warrant full ſo much, I know the Abbots ſtoze, 


Ale pawne my life there is ns [eſſe to haue what ere is moꝛe. 


Philip I take thy wozd, the ouer plus vnto thy (hare (hall 
come, 


But if ther wantof full ſo much, thy neck ſhall pap the ſum, 


Vꝛeake vpthe Coker, Frier. 
Frier Oh Jam vndun,faire Alice the Nun 


Harth tooke vp ber reſt in the Abbots chclt, 


Sancte bene dicite, pardon my ſimplicitie. 


Fie Alice, tonſeſſion will not ſalue this tranſgreſſion. 

Philip What haue wee here, a haly Nun So kæpe mee 

God in health, 
A ſmooth facte Nunne (loʒ ought J knowe) is all the Abbots 

, wealth, | 
Is this the Nonries chaſtitie : Beſhzewe me but J thinke - 
They goe as oft to Uencry, as niggards to their dzinke. 
Why paltrey Fricr and Pandar too, yce ſhameleſſe ſhauen 

crowne, 
Fs this the cheſt that held a hob, at leaſt a thou ſand yound? 
And is the hooꝛd a holy whoꝛc: UUel be the hangman nimble, 
Hee ic take the yaine to paye you home, and teach poi to dif- 
emble. 

Nunne O ſpare the Frier Anthony, a better newer was 
To ſing a Dirige ſolcmnly,0zread amazning Paſle. | 
Tf money be the meanes of this, I know an ancieut Nunne, 
That hach a hood this ſeauen peares, did neuer ſ& the ſunne; 
And chat is yours, and what is ours, ſo fattour now be ſhown, 
Poy ſhall commaund as commonlp, as if it were your obne. 

Frier Pour honour excepted, | 
Nunne I Tb, J meaue ſo. 2. 5 
Philip From all ſaue from Friers. 


Nunne Good Dir, doo not thinke lo 5 a 
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Philip Ithinke and ſe ſo: why how camſt houhefet 
Fries To hide her from lay meu. has. 
N anne Tis true ſir, fo? feare. 4 
Philip Fo keare of the laptie: apitif 
ben a Nunne flies fo; ſuccour to a fat FAers bed. * 
But naw foz pour ranſome mp Clopſter- hed Conne y, 
To the cheſt that you ſpeake of where lyes ſo much money. „ 
Nunne Faire Sir, within this pꝛelle, of plate money is 
The valew el a thouſand markes, and otherthizg by gis. 
Let vs alone, and take it all, tis yours Sir, now pou know it. 
Philip Come ou ſir Fricr, pick the locke, this grere dooth 
cotton hanſome, 
That couetouſacs ſa cunningly muſt pap Þ letchers ranſom. 
bat is in thc hooꝛd ? 
Frier Frier Laurencemy Lom, nom holy water help vs, 
Some witch, oz ſome dinell is ſcur to delade vs: 
Haud credo Laurentius, that thou ſbouldſt ve pead thus 
Ju the pꝛeſſe of a Nun we are all vndon, | 
And badught to diſtredeuce ifthou be Frier Lautuce, 
Frier Amor vincit omnia, ſo (atoaffirincth, 
And therefoze a Fricr whoſe fant ie ſoone burneth: 
Becaule he is moztall and made of mould, 
HE omits what he ought;anddoth moze than he ſhould, 
Philip How goes this gore? : the Friers cheſt filde with 
n a fauſen Mane. 
The j2uune again lotks Fricr vp, to keep bim 5 the Sun. 
Be like the pꝛeſſe is pu le.oꝛ penance paſſing grizuous: 
The Friexs cheſt a hel us. Dam do theſe dolis dectiue 
Ja this the labour of their liues to fade and liue arcale, Ny 
Ta rcuell (olaſciuiouflp as often as theppleaſe, | 
des fault o) faultmp apme;1f J vo wnfle anjend 
Cis better buru þclotfters down than leaue th to offending. 
But holy you, to you Jſpeake,co you religions viudl, © 
IJ FIschis mo meſſe chat boldes the ſummeto quite pog oy your 


Nunze Icrie Pec caui, parce ne, god Dir Awas deren, 


era \ Frier 
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Erier 'Ablolne Dir foꝛ charitie ſhy wouldbe retoncilde. 
Phi. Aud ſo Ichall, firs binde them faſt,thists thcir abſalutid. 
Go bang them vp ro hur ing them, haſt them co cxecu t ion. 

Fr. Lawrence Oremphi edax rerum, 
Scuc childꝛen bokes they teare them, 

O vinit as vanitatis in this waning tu. 
At thzerſcoze welneere to got to this geere, 
To my conſcientæ a clog to dye like a dog. 
Saudi me Domane, ſiuis me parce 
Dale pecuniam, fi babes venian 
To goe and fetehft, I will diſpatch tt, 
Ahundꝛed pound ſterling fo2 mp liues ſparing, 
Emer Peter a Propher, with people. 

Peter Hot, who is here, S. Frannce be pour ſped, 
Come in my flock, aud fallow me, pour foztunes I will reed 
Come bether boy, goe get thee home, and clime net ouerhte ; 
Foz from aloft thy foxcuncs ſtands in hazard thou ſbalt die. 
Boy God be with pou Peter, I ap poucome to out houſe 

a Sundax. | 

Peter My boy how me thy hand, bleſſe thee my bop, 

Foz in thy palme I ſ& a inanp trovb!es are ybent todwell, 
But thou ſhalt ſcape them all and dos full well, 

Boy I thanke pou Peter, thetta a cheeſe fo pour laboz; mp 
ſiſter pꝛayes peto came home, ⁊ tell her how many buſbenvs 
ſhe hall haue, and ſhee 'I give youa rib of bacon. | 

Peter Mp maſters, ſtay at the towns end fo; me, Ale come 
topou all anon: I muſt diſpatch ſome buſines with a F der, 
and then Jle read pour foꝛtunes. 

Philip Haw now, a Wopbet? Sir pꝛophet whence are peẽ 

Peter J am ot the wand and in the wozld, but line not as 
others by the woꝛld: what J am I know, and what thou wilt 
be J know, It thou knoweft me uow be anſwered. if not. en 
guire no moꝛe what J am. 

Phi. Str, Yknow pou will be a diſſembling kanue, that 
deludes the people with blinde pꝛophecteg: you are 3 
looke foz,you ſhall away with me: hing awap all the 
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and you Frier Lawrence xemember pour raunſome a hundzed 
pound, and a pardon foz your ſelfc, and the reſt come on. Sir 


Pꝛopbet, pou ſhall with me, to rectiue a Hꝛophets rewar de. 
Excunt. 


Enter Hubert de Burgh withthree men. 


Hubert My maſters. I haue ſhewed pou what warrant J 
haue fa this attempt; J per ceiue by pour heauie countenan- 
ces, vou had rather be otherwiſe imployed, end foꝛ my owne 
part, I would the Ring had made choyce of ſome other txecu⸗ 
tioner: onely this is my comfozt, that a Ring commaunds, 
whoſe pꝛece pts negleaed oꝛ omitted, thꝛeatnethj toꝛture foꝛ the 
default. Therefoze in bziefe, leaue me, and be readie to attend 
the aduenture: Nay within that entry, and when pon heare me 
trie, God laue the King, iſſue ſodainly foozth, lay handes on 
Arthur, ſet him in this chayze, wherin (once faſt bound) leaue 
him with me to fin ich the reſt, 

Attendants We goe, though loath. Excunt. 

Hubert My Lojd, will it pleaſe your Ponour to take the 
benefite of the faire evening $ 


Enter Art bar to Habert de B urg b. 


Arthur Gramtteie Hubert fen thy care of me, 
In on to whom rt ſtraint is newly knowen, | 
The ioy of walking is ſmall beucſte, 

Pet will A take thy offer with ſmall chankes , 

A would not loſe the pleaſureof the tyt. 
But tell me curteons keeper if vou tan. 
Ho long the Ring willhaueme carrie heere. 
; Habere Jknownot Piince,but as Igeſſe not long. 
God ſend pou freedome,and God ſaue the King, | | 
They iſſue forth. | 
Artur Thy how nom ſirs, what may this ontrage 
- - meane? * | 
N Dhelpe 
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O belpe me Hubert, gentle keeper helpe: 
Sod ſend this ſodaine mutinous appꝛoach 
Tend not to reaue a wꝛetched guiltles life. 
Hubert Do ſirs, depart, and leaue the reſt fo2 me. 
Arthur Then Arthur yeld, death frowneth in thy face, 
That meaneth this : Good Hubert plead the caſe. 
Hubert Patience yong Lozd,and liſten woꝛds of woc, 
Harmfull and harſh, hel ls hozror to be heard; | 
A diſmall tale fit fo a furtes tongue. 
A faine to tell, depe ſozrow is the ſound, 
5 Arthur bat, muſt J die ? 
Hubert No newes of death, but tidings ol more hate, 
A wzathfull doome, and moſt vnluckie fate: 
Deaths dilh were daintie at ſo fell a feaſt, 
Be deafc,heare not. its hell to tell the reft, ; 
Arthur Alas thou wongſt my youth with wows of feare, 
Tis hell, tis hozroz,not foy one to heare: 
That is it man if it muſt neevcs be don, 
Act it, and end it, that the paine were gon. 
Hubert J will not chaunt ſuch dolour with my tongue, 
Het muſt J act the outrage with mp hand. 
My heart mp head, and all my powers beſide, 
To aide the office haue at once denide. 
Peruſe this letter, lines of treble woe, 
Read oze my charg e, and pardon when youknow. | 
Hubert theſe are to commaund thee, as thoutendreſt ouy 
quiet in minde and the eſtate of our perſon, that pre- 
ſently vpon the receipt of our commaund, thou put one 
the eyes ol Arthur Plantaginet. 


eArthur Ah monſtrous damned man, his very Heath ins 
fects the elements, 

Concagious venyme dwelleth in his beart, 

Effeaing meanes to poyſon all the woyld. 


Unreuerent may IJ be to blame the heauens | 
F 3 Df 
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Okgreat iniuſtice, that che miſcreant 
Linesto oppꝛeſſe the innocents with wꝛong. 
Ah Hubert, makes he thee bis inſtrument 
Co ſound the tromp that canſeth bell triumph? 
Deanen weepes, the Saints doo ſhed celeſtiall teares, 
They feare thy tall, and cyte thee with remoꝛſe, 
They knock thy conſcituce, moouing pit ie there, 
Alling to fence thee from the rage of bell: 
Hell Hubert, truſt me all the plagues of hell 
1)angs on perfo2mance of this damned dade. 
This ſeale, the warrant of the bodies blifle, 
Enſureth Satan chieftaine of thy ſoule: 
Subſcribe not Hubert, giue not Gods part a wap. 
Iſpeake net onely fo} epes pꝛiuiledge, 
The chiefe exterio that J would eniop: 
But foz thy perill.farre beyond my paine, 
Thy ſweete ſoules loſſe, moe than wp epes baint lack; 
A cauſe internall, and eteruall tw. 
Adutſe thee Hubert, fo the caſe is hard, 
Co looſe ſaluation fo) a Kings reward, , 
Hubert Py Ld.a ſubitu dwelling in the land 
Is tyed to execute the Rings tommaund. 
Artbar. Net God commands, whoſe power reacheth further, 
That no comma ould and in loꝛce to mutthet. 
Hubert But Eſſence hath oꝛdaind a law, 
A death fo} guilt, to epe the woꝛld in awe, 
Arthur I plead not guiltie.treaſonles and free. 
Hubert But that appeile my Loꝛd concernes not me. 
Arthur hy, than arc he that maiſt omit the perill. 
Hubert J, if mp Souerainne would remit his quarrell. 
Arthur His quarrcll is vnballowed falſe and wꝛong. 
Aubert Then be the blame ta whom it doth belong. 
Arthur hy thats to thee if thou as they pzoceeve, 
Conclude their iudgement with ſo vile a deede. 
Hubert QAhy then no execution tan belawfull, - 


I Judges domes mult be reputed doubctull. we 
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Arthur Pes where in forme of Lawe in place and time, 
The offender isconuiced of the crime. 

Hubert Hy L ojd, my Loꝛd, tbis long expoſtulation, 
Heapes vp moge grie fe. than pzomilſe of redzeſſe; 
Foz this J know,andfo reſolude Jend, 
That ſubieas liues on Rings commaunds depend, 
T muſt not reaſon why he is pour foe, 
But do his charge ſince he commannds it ſo. 

Arthur Then doo thy charge, and charged be thy ſoule 

Vith wꝛongkull perſecution done this day, 
You rowling epes, whoſe ſuperficics pet 
I doo behold with eyes that Mature lent: 
Send fooꝛth the terroz of pour Hooucrs frowne, 
To wzeake my wmꝛong vpon the murthcrers 
That rob — pour faire teſicding view: 

Let bell to them (as earth they wiſh tome) 
Be darke anddirefull guerdon fo2 their guylt. 
And let the black toumenters of deepe T artary 

Upbꝛaide them with this damned enterpziſe, 
Jnflicting change of coztures on their ſoules. 
Delay not Hubert, my oziſons are ended, 
Begin Jp)ay the,reaue me ot my ſight; - 
But to pertoꝛme a tragedie inde&de, | 
Conclude the period with a moztall ab. 
Conſtance fart well, tmentoꝛ come a! — 3 
Make mp diſpatch the Tirants feaſting 

Hubert J falnt, Iftate, my conſcience bida defi : 
Faint did J ſap, ftare was it that named: 

Mp Ring commaunds, that warr ant ſets me frae : 
But God fozbids,aud he commaundeth Rings,  - 

That great Commaunder counterchcrks my charge, 
He ſtayes my hand, hemaketh ſoft — | 
Goe curſed tooles, pour office is exempr, | 
Cheere ther pong Lozd,thou ſhaltnot loofe ane ye, 4147 
Though J chould purchaſc it with loſſe of life, . [90568 
Aw W ſap his willis done.. *. 
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And of the langez cell him thou art dead, 
Goe in with me, fo Hubert was not bozne 
To blinde thoſe lampes that Nature polliſht lo, 
Arthar Hubert, ifeuer Arthur hi in ſtate, 
Loke foꝛ amends of this receiued gilt 
A coke my epſicthe by thy cutteſie, 
Thou leneſt them me, J will not be ingrate. 
But now pꝛocraſtination may offend 
Te iſſue chat thy kindnes vnVertakes 2 
Depart we Hubert to pzeuent the woꝛſt. Excunt. 
„ 


Enter King Iohn, Eſſex, Salisbury, Penbrooke. 

Iobn Now warlike followers refteth ought vndon 
That map impeach vs of fond ouerlight ? 
The French haue felt the temper of our ſwoꝛds, 
Cold terro2 keepes polleſſion in their ſowles, 
Checking their ouerdaring arrogance 
Fo buckliag with ſo great an ouermatch, 
The Arche pꝛoud titled Pꝛieſt of 7raly, IT 
That calles himſelfe grand Utccar vndex God , 
Ja buſied now with trentall obſequies, © 
Maſſe and months minde, dirge and J know not whac - 
Toeale their ſowles in paineſull purgatozy, 
That haue miſcarted in theſe bloudp warres, 
Hezrd you not Los when firſthis holtnes 
Had tidings of our ſmall account of him, 
How with a caunt vaunting vpon his toes 
Ve v2dge a reaſon why the Engliſh Alle - 
Diſdaingd the bleſſed ozdinance of Rowe? 
The title (reuerentip might I inferre) 
Became the Rings that earſt haue bozue the load, 
The ſlauiſh weight of that controlling Pꝛieſt: 
ho at his pleaſure temperd them like waxe 
To carrie armes on danger of his curſe, 
Banding their ſowles wich warrants of his hand. 
Igrieue to thinke how Rings in ages pat 


(Simple 
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(Simply denoted to the Sea of Rome) 

Paue run into a thouſand ads of ſhame. 

But now fo) confirmation ot our State, 

Sith we haue pꝛoynd the moꝛe than needfull bzaunch 
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That did oppꝛeſſe the true wel-growing ſtock, 
It reſteth we thzoughout our Terricoztes 
Be repꝛoclaimed and inueſted Ring, 

Pembrook_ Dy Liege,that wrre to buſie men with donbts, 
Once were you crownd,pzoclaimd, and with applauſe 
Pour Mcie ſtr&tes haue ecchoed to the care, 

God ſaue the King, God ſaue our Soucraigne Jh. 

Pardon my feare, my cenſure doth infer 

Your Mighues not depoſde from Regall State, 

Could bꝛeed a mutinie in peoples mindes, 

hat it ſhould meane to haue vou crownd againe. 
John Pembroobe yerfozme what J haue bid the doo, 

Thou kno wit not what induceth me to this, 

Eſſex goe in, aud Lozdings all be gon 

About this tal ke, J will be crownd anon, 


Enter the Baſtard, 


Philip, what newes,how do the Abbots cheſts? 

Are Fricrs katter than the Runnes are faire? 

That chere with Churchmen, had they golde 62 no? 
Tell me how hath thy office coke effec 2 - 

Philip y Low, J baue perfozmd pour Higbnes charge: 
The eaſe bꝛed Abbots and the bare fott Friers, | 
The Monkes the Þ2i02s and holy clopſtred Nunnes, 
Are all in health,and were mp Lozdiin wealth 
Till Fhad tpthde and tolde their holy hoozds, 

I doubt not when your Highnes ſers my mie, 
Dou map pꝛopoꝛtion all their foꝛmer pꝛide. 

lohn hy lo. uo i ſoꝛts it Philip as it ſhould: 

This ſmall intruſion into Abbey trunkes/, 


ul mate the Pepelinge extommunitatee, 2 
N S Curſe, 
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Curſe,ban, and bꝛeath out damned oziſons, 

As thick as haileſtones foze the (pings appꝛoach: 
But yet as harmles and without effec, 

As is the eccho of a Cannons crack 

Diſchargd againſt the battlements of heauen. 
But what newes cls befell there Pig? 

Baſtard Strange newes mp Lozd : within your territo- 
Nere Pomfret is a Hꝛophet new ſpong vp, (rics, 
T{lhoſediutnation volleys wonders foo2th; 

To bim the Commons thꝛong with Countrey gifts, 
He ſets a date vnto the Beldames death, 
Pꝛeſctibes how long the Uirgins ſtate ſhall laſt, 
Diſtinguiſheth the moouing of the heauens, 
Giues limits vnto holy nuptiall rptes, 
Foxetellezh famine, aboundeth plentic fozth, 
Of tate, of foztune, life and death he chats, 
With luch aſſurance, ſcruples put apart, 
As ik he knew the certaine domes of heauen, 
Dr kept a Regiſter of all the Deſtinſees. 

lohn Thou telſt me meruatles, would thon hadſt bzonght 

Ale might haue queſtiond bim of thyigs to come. (the man, 
Baſtard My Loꝛd, I tooke a care ot had J wilt, 

And bꝛought the Pꝛophet with me to the Court, 

De ſtapes mp Loꝛd but at the Pheſence booze ; 

Pleaſeth vous Pigbnes, I unkcall bun in. 

Jahn Rap ſtay awhile, mer haue him here anon, 

Aching ol weight is firſt to be perfozmd, 


Enter the Nobles and crowne King Iohn, and then crie 
God ſagche Kang, | 


Tobn Lojdings and fricnvs e of em late, 


Aumire not at this vnaccuſtomd courſe, 
No! in pour thoughts blame not this dete of yours. 
Once cre this time was J inveſted Ring, 


; Once 


* 


f 


Pour fealtie (wozye as Liegmen to ous tate: 
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Confirming warrant of pour loyalties, 
Dilmiſſe your couuſell, ſwap my ſkate, 

Let 7+-n dos nothing but by pour conſents, 
Why how now Philip, what e xtaſie is this: 
TAhy caſts thou vp thy eyes to heauen (ſo % 


| 


There the five Moones appeare. 


Baiftard Ste, (temp Lozd ſtrange apparit ions. 
Slauncing mine eye to ſee the Diadem 
Placte by the Biſhops on your Pigbnes head, 
From fooꝛth a gloomie cloude, which curcaine like 
Diſplaide it ſelfe, J ſodainly eſpied 
Fiue Poones reflecting, as you ſee them nom: 
Euen in the moment that the Crowne was placte 

Gan they appeare, holding the courſe pou ſce, 

lubn {hat might poꝛtend thele apparitions, 

Unvſuall ſignes, fozerunners of euent, 
Phueſag ers of ſtrange ecrro} to the wozld : 

Beleeue me Loꝛds the obita feares me much. 
Philip thou toldſt me of me of Uizzard late, 
Fetch in the man to deſcant of this ſhow. 

Pembrooke The heauens frowne vpon the ſinſull „ 
hen with pꝛodigious vnaccuſtomd ſignes | 
They ſpot their ſuperſicies with ſuch wonder, 

Eſſex Befoze the ruines of Jeraſalem, 

Such Meteoꝛs were the Eulignes of his wꝛath 
That haſtned to deſtroy the faultfull Towne, 


Enter the Baſtard with the Propher. ; | 


lobn Js this the man 7 

Baſtard It is my Loꝛd. ) 
labs Wophet of Powfrer,foy ſo I heare thou art, 

That calculatſt of many things to tome: 


Cho by a power repleate withheauenly gilt 


Cant 


of King lohn. 
Once ſince that time ambicious werdes haue ſpꝛung 
To ſtaine the beautie of cur garden plot: 
Vut heauens in our conduct rooting thence 
The falſe intruders, bꝛeakets of wozlds peace, 
Vaue to our top, made Sunſhinechale the tozme, 


After the which. to try pour conſtancie, 
That now T ſe is woꝛthie of pour names, 
e craude once moꝛe pour helps fo} to inueſt vs 
Inte the rigbe that enuie ſought to wꝛack. 
Once was J not depoſde, pour fozmer choyre; 
Now twice been crowned and applauded King: 
Pour cheered action to inſtall me ſo, 
Inkers aſſured witnes of your loues, 
And binds meouerin a Ringlycare 
To render lout with loue, rewards of wozth 
To ballauce downe requitall tothe full, | 
But thankes the while,thankes Lozdings to pou all: 
Aſke me and vſe me,trp me and ſinde me yours, 

Ehe A boon my Lo2d,at vauntage of pour wo}ds 
TAeaſke to guerdon all our loyalties, 

Pembrooke IIe take the time pour Highnes bids vs aſke: 

Pleaſe it vou graunt, you make your pꝛomiſe good, 
With leſſer loſſe than one ſuperſſuous haire 
That not remembꝛed falleth from pour head, 
- Jobn My wopdis paſt, receiue pour bone mpLozds, 

That may it be $ Alke it, and it is yours. 

Eſſex Qe craue my Loꝛd, to pleaſe the Commons with 
The libertie of Ladie Con/tance Sonne: 
A bole durance darkeneth your Highnes right, 
As if you kept him pꝛiſoner, tothe end 
Dour ſelfe were doubtkull ofthe thing you haue. 
Dilmiſſe him thence, pour Highnes needes not feare, 
T wice by conſent you are pꝛoclaimd our Ring, 

Pembrooke This if pdu graunt, were all vnta pour good: 


Foz ſimple people muſe pou keepe him cloſe, 
Jeb Your was haue ſearcht the center of my thoughts, 
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of King Iohn. 


Canft blab the counſell of thy Makers will, 
Tf kame be true, oʒ cruch be wꝛongs by thee, 
Decide in cyphering what theſe fine Poones 
Hoꝛtend this Clyme, if they pꝛeſage at all. 
Beach out thy gift, and it J live to ſee 
Thy diuination take a true effec, 
Ile honoar thee aboue all carthly men, 
Peter The Skie wherein theſe Moones haue reſidence, 

Pꝛeſenteth Rome the great Metropolis, 
There ſits the Pope in all his holy pompe. 
Fowne of the Poones pꝛeſent fowze Pꝛouinces, 
To wit, Spaine, Denmarke, Germanie,and Fraunce, 
That beare the yoke of pꝛoud commaunding Nome, 
And ſtand in feare to tempt the Pꝛelates curſe, 
The ſmalleſt Poone that whirles about the reſt, 
Impatient of the place he holds with them, 
Doth figure foozth this Jland Albion, 
Tho gins to ſcoꝛne the Sea and State of Rowe, 
And ſeekes to ſhunthe Edias of the Pope: 
This ſhowes the heauen, and this J doo auerre 
Is figured in theſe apparittons. 

Iohn Thy then it ſeemes the heauens ſmile on vs, 
Siuing applauſe foz leauing ofthe Pope, 
But foꝛ they chaunce in our Pertdian, 
Doo they effec nopztuate growing ill 
To be inflicted on vs in this Clyme* 2 

Peter The Moones effcano moze than what J ſaid + 
But on ſome other knowledge that I haue 
By mp ꝑꝛeſcience, ere Aſcenſion dap 
Daue bzought the Sunne vnto his vſuall height, 
Df Crowne, Eſtace, and Ropall dignitie, 
Thou ſhalt be cleane diſpopld and diſpoſleſt. 

lohn Falſe Ozeamer,periſh with thy witched newes, 
Uillaine thou woundſt me withthy fallactes; 
Ik ie be true, dye foꝛthytidings price; 


If falle, fo; fearing me with vaine ſuppoſe: ä 
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Hente with the TAitch,hclls damned ſecretaric. 
Lock him vp ſure : fo by mp faith J ſweare, 
True oꝛ not true. the Mi ʒard ſhall not liue. 
Be koze Alcenſion dap: who ſhouldbe cauſe hereol? 
Cut off the tauſe and then the effect will dye. 
Tut, tut, my mercie ſerues to maime mp lelfe, 
The rote doth liue, from whence theſe choznes ſpꝛing vp, 
J and my pꝛomiſe paſt fo} his deliury ; 
Frowne friends, faile faith,the diuell goe withall, 
Che bzat ſhall dye, that terrifics me thus, 
Pembrooke and Eſſex Jrecall my graunt, 
J will not buy pour favours with mp feare: 
Nay miirmur not, mp will is law enough, 
J loue you well, but if J loude pou better, 
J would not buy it with mp diſcontent, 
Enter Hubert. 

How now, what newes withthee. 

Hubert Accobing to your High es ſtrickt commaund 
Pong Arthurs eyes axe blinded and extina. 

7obn Ahy ſo, then he map fe le the crowne, but neuer le it. 

Hubert Noz ſee noz fœle, fo of the extreame patue, 
TUithin ene hower gaue he vp the Ghoft, 

{ohn That is he dead : 

Hubert He is mp Lozd. 

John Then with him dye mp cares, 
EFſex Now top betide thy ſoule. 

Pembrooke And heauens reuenge thy death. 0 

Eſſex Alhat haue pou done my Load ? as eucr hear 
A deede of mote inhumane conſeq uence? 
Pour foes will curſe, pour friends will crie reuenge. 
Unkindly rage moꝛe rough than Nozthern winde, 
To chip the beautie of ſo ſweete a flower. 
hat hope in vs koz merc ie on a fault, 
hen kinſman dyes without impeach of cauſe, 
As pou haue done, ſo come to chere pou with, 
The guilt ſhall neuer be caſt me in my teeth, Excunt. 


Iobn 


of King Iohn. 


John And are pou gone? The diuell be pour guide: 
Pꝛoud Rebels as pouare to bzaue me ſo: 
Saucie, vnciuill, checkers of my will. 
Your tongues g iue edge vnto the katall knife : 
That ſhali haue paſſage though pour traitrous thꝛosts. 
But huſbt, bꝛe ath not buggs woꝛds to ſoone abyoad, 
Leaſt time pꝛeuent the iſſue of thy reach, 
Arthur is dead, I there the coꝛʒie growes: a 
But while he liude, the danger was the moꝛe; 
His death hath freed me from a thouſand feares, 
But it hath purchaſt me ten times ten thouſand foes, 
Thy oll is one, ſuch luck hall haunt his game, 
| To whome the diuell owes an open ſhame ; 
Vis like a toe that leueld at my crowne, 
Vis death a frame ta pull mp building downe, 
Py thoughts harpt fill on quiet by bis end, 
bo liuing aymed theo wdly at my roome: 
But to pꝛeuent that plea twice was J crownd, 
Twice did my ſubieus ſweare me fealtie, 
And in ny conſcience loude me as their liege, 
In whofe defence they would haue pawnd their liues. 
But now they ſhun me as a Serpents ling, 
A tragick Tpꝛant sterne and pitiles, 
And not 3 title followes after /obn. 
But Butcher, bloudſucker and murtherer, 
hat Planet gouernde myuatiuitie, 
To bode me ſoueraigne types of high eſtate, 
Do interlacte with helliſh diſcontent, 
CAherein fell furie hath no intereſt. 
Curſt be the Crowne chiefe authoꝛ of my care, 
Nap curſt mp will that made the Crowne my care: 
Curft be my birthdap, curſt ten times the wombe 
That yeelded me aliue into the wozld, 
Art thou there villaine, Furies haunt theeſtill, 


Fo killing hit whom all che woꝛld lameuts. 


Hubert 


